* The Tartar Embassy *
long series of hints which had culminated on Pops
might lead to nothing, when suddenly one November
morning a messenger arrived to report that a Tartai
embassy had crossed the northern mountains. So it w^as
true after all, a crisis was approaching, a crisis the re-
solution of which no one could foresee, but which
might be disastrous. At the moment there was nothing
to be done but to receive the embassy. Accordingly
orders were immediately issued to provide it with boats
for descending the river.

In December, on the tenth waning day of the moon,
the flotilla carrying the Tartars and their horses came
into Pagan roadstead. Chang Hsien Ch'ung had in-
structions to meet and conduct them to their quarters
within the palace. An advance report on their identity
and numbers was in his hands. It appeared that the Em-
peror Kublai Khan had seen fit to appoint as head of
the embassy so important a mandarin as the Grand
Secretary to the Board of Rites. This official was a
Chinaman who, like many others, had entered Tartar
employ. His name was Lu Qua. Supporting him, as
advisers or colleagues, were two other personages, one
of them a Tartar cavalry general called Kiluken, the
other an adventurer from the extreme west, who had
won the Emperor's favour, a man named Marco Polo,
Lu Chia was a gentleman, a Taoist and a scholar.
Dressed in a blue silk figured gown and a round black
hat, he sat fingering an antique jade and murmuring
the old poem beginning 'At fifteen I went with the
army/ as the flotilla swung round with the current to
make the landing stage. Kiluken was a very different
type of man. His experience had been exclusively of